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Y his Hall Chimne N N 
B. Green Faggots wept their Own \ untimely Fate, 
In Elbow - chair the penſive Squire reclin d., 3 
Revolving Debts and Taxes in his Mind: „ 
A Pipe juſt fill'd upon a Table near . 

Lay by the London- Evening ſtain'd with Beer, 
With half a Bible, on whoſe Remnants torn | 
Each Pariſh round was annually forſworn. 
The Gate now claps, as Ev ning juſt grew dark, 
Tray ſtarts, and with a Growl prepares to-bark ; 
But ſoon diſcerning with ſagacious Noſe, SD: 
The well-known Savour of the Parſon' 8 8 1 
Lays down his Head, and ſinks in ſoft Repoſe: : 

B The 


TW; 
The Doctor ent ring, to the Tankard ran, 
Takes a good hearty Pull, and thus beg@a, LIES: 


| PARSIiO N 
| Why. ſit'ſt thou thus forlorn and dull, my F riend, 
Now Was baflet] Reigo ien Mit | | 7 () 
Hark, how the diftant Bells inſpire Delight Lo 
See Bonfires ſpangle o'er the Veil of Night! 


H | j; SQUIRE. 13 He 
What's owe, alas | in i foreign Pa Parts to me? 
At Home, nor Feace, nor Plenty can 1 ſee ; 
Joyleſs, T rar r Drum, Bells, and Fiddles Wa v 
'Tis all the fame — — Four Stillings in the Pound. a 
My Wheels, tho old, are clog d with a new Tak 
My Oaks, tho” ' Young, muſt groan beneath the A= 
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My Barns are half unthatch'd, untyl'd my Houle, 5077 
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Loſt by this Fatal Sickneſs all my Cows : 0 dy 
See there's the Bill my ate damn'd Lawſuit coſt ! | | 

Long as the Land contended for, and loſt: 

Ev'n Orniond's Head I ean frequent no more, 

80 ſhort my Pocket is, Þ long the Score; 

At Shops all round I owe for fifty Things. 


This comes of N Himoverian Kings. our aT 
C | 4 e PAR SON. 
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PA RS ON. 0 P 
I muſt confeſs the Times, are bad indeed, . 3194 


No Wonder; when we ſcarce believe VE, OUr our Creed; no of 


When purblind Reaſon's deem'd the ſureſt Guide, 

And Heav'n-born Faith, at her Tribunal try d; 
hen all Church-Pow r is thought to make Men Slaves; 
ints, wg Fathers, a calf. * and Knayes. 7 
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8 $QU IRE. 
Come, preach no more; but drink and hold 1 
Im for the e e think the . g 


PA Ks Sa at: — 
See there ! F ree-thinking now fo rank f is cen, 5441 
It ſpreads Infection through each Country Town; 


Deiſtic Scoffs fly round at rural Boards, 


Squires, and their Tenants too, profane as Lords, 
Vent impious Jokes on every ſacred Thing; ..... 
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SQUIRE. - 5 
Come drink : 
. 1 #4 4 FIT] 
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"#74 d _ - Here sto you then, to Church and King: 


'SQUIRE. 


0 rr e 


<7 b 3 
: hy: 
* 3 rows, nen en 14 


Unleſs we ſoon repeal the Toler 
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SQUIRE. - 
Here's Church and _ I hats the Glak ſhou'd ſtand, 
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Heav'n bebe Plagues will org th this Gnful Nato, al 
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And to the Church reſtore the Conrocatiit : : 
A0 FPS | 


hor 2h fav — IRE. 
Plagues ve thous feel ſufficient, on my Word, 
Stary d by two Houſes, prieſt-rid by a Third. 
For better Days we lately had a Chance, 
Had not 12 honeſt Plaids been trick'd 8 0 France. 
rs O. 
Is not moſt gracious Gon our Faith's Defender 5 
You love the Church, yet wiſh for the Pretender |  - 


SQUIRE. 
: Preferment, I ſuppoſe, is what you mean, b 100 
Turn Whig, and you, perhaps, may be a Dean: 
But bp muſt firſt learn how to treat your Betters. 


What's here? fure fore ſtrange News, a Boy with Letters; 
| Oh, 


FF 
Oh, ho! here's one I ſee; from Parſon She $inidtt 1005 1 
“ My rev'rend Neighbour: Squab being like to die, 
I hope, if Heav'n ſhou'd pleaſe to take him hence, 
3 aſk the 2 wou d be no Offence. 3 
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Have you not ſwore, that I ſhou'd Squab ed 5 
Think how for this I taught your Sons to read; '{ 
| How oft diſcover d Puſs on new-plow'd bets | 
How oft ſupported you with friendly Hand, if 
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Twas yours, had you ins 1 or au, 71 = 
Now ev'n 80 court the 3 * 71:6 
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If I meant any oi now let me le. 5 
I'm blunt, and gannot fawn and cant, — . 
Like that old Preſbyterian. Raſcal S 
I am, you know, a right true-hearted Tory, - 
Love a good Glaſs, a merry Song, or Story. _ 
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's al 1 K k. 
Thou art an honeſt Dog, that's Truth nd 
Talk no more Nonſenſe then about the Creed. 


